104________________________S.A. Sankaranarayan
To rid us'of every flu By a constant lightning flash Inside the pitch-dark of us Impossible to gross guess. Let the murk and light of archery Bend, dart an aqueous shaft To kill the threefold-ailment And nescience and grant us weal By a scud of Sadasiva! Descend, Lord, urgently Into the dancing dais of delta! Dodder us in sheer delight. Let our triangles twirl and twirl In a centrepetal whirl Left and Right changing sides In probe of several glides. Rooted in this kshetra With Lasy am on thy left And Tandavam on thy right Thou art statant, sejant! In a patriarchate of Time, Here shall you un-Ash Ash And re-make this prapanca! Create the red-heat in us And in this hibiscus red, O! Lord of Vanmeeka!, .    Shake us in the Lotus O! Thatitvaan! Complementus! Transfixus! In Thy Tumidity! In Thy Extramural Deepening Mystery!eand kadamba trees; This kalpa be our bedstead; From the sphere of Agni Totheoneoflune Mercurially oscillate us. This thine sun-driedday we were in deviltry. We were in fal-de-rollery!
